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IV. 



Thr piper ceas'd hia Jolly aong, 
And shouts of praise were loud and long j 
Swift sped away the_fleeting hours, 
For much were priz'd hia piping powers ; 
And round that friendly festive board 
"Were hearts with kindliest feelings stored j 
And jest, and jibe, and social glee, 
Supplied the pause of minstrelsy : 
And high the meather-cup waa flowing, 
And lovely cheeks were deeply glowing, 
And laughing eyes were sparkling bright*- 
And bosoms throbbing with delight, 
As lovers* vows and sighs sincere 
Were whisper'd in some maiden's ear. 

II. 
The night-wind blew with a chining blast, 
And the storm on the hill was gathering fast, . 
And the social circle closet drew 
Aa the angry tempest fiercer grew, 

And thick the snow came whirling down j 
For though the day had been calm and bright. 
Yet murky and dangerous was the night, 

While the sky did blackly frown ; 
And, as the gust went howling by, 
Sunk was the noise of revelry ; 
For they thought of the wanderer on the hlUy 

And the traveller on the road, 
Sinking beneath the tempest chill, 

Far, far from their lov'd abode; 
And the sign of grace was solemnly made, 
And the prayer of the heart was silently said. 

III. 

And now was the talk of goblins dire 
That ride on the angry wind, 

Or kindle the bright deceitful fire 
That lures the clown through bog and mire, 

But leaves him weltering behind ; 
Till, bruised, and feint, and out of breath, 
He sleeps in some fen the sleep of death. 
And now was the talk of wonders great, 

Perform'd by holy power, 
When Saint O'Heany's sacred gate 
Was crowded with pilgrims early and late, 

From morn till midnight hour : 



And the fame of the saint so far had spread. 

That even the clay which covers his head. 

And wraps him round in his narrow bed, 

Is sacred deem'd, and of wondrous power 

To ward off the ills of the evil hour. 

And they talk'd of the time when that holy man 

Went forth in the might of his prayer. 

And crush'd the huge serpent in hia den 

That wasted the country there ; 

And he freed the land from this terrible pest, 

The greatest of his deeds and beat 

V. 
*' In auglish deep, and woody glen, - 
Still lovely to behold, 
The serpent coll'd her in her den, 
Aa 'tis said, In the days of old; 
And there she lay on her bed of rest, 
And the place la still call'd Lig-na-pesL 

Her body cover'd a rood of ground, 
And her head repos'd on a mountain high, 
And her jaws gap'd wide, and devoured around 
The tenth of the passers by. 

VI. 

" And there was wailing and sore distress. 
And the groans of lamentation, 
For the land was a howling wilderness 

Of tears and desolation j 
And the good and just, their country's trust, 
Were falling on every side ; 
And that monster fell 
Made the lovely dell 
The field of slaughter wide; 
And the fertile ground was all around 
With the blood of her victims dyed— 
Oh 1 nothing availed the javelin's blow, 

Though sped by the strongest arm, 

And the spear was shiver'd 'gainst that terrible 

And the dart was flung without harm t [foe ; 

And wide she stretch'd round her gorgon head. 

And she gorged and batten'd on the mighty dead* 

VII. 

" The holy Friar was in his cell, 
With the book of revelation; 



When the sick, and the halt, and the maim'd and But the cry of distress broke the sacred apell 
Beturn'd and left all their woes behind, fhlUid. Of his pious meditation ; 
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And up he rose from fast and prayer, 

And the holy croiB he bore ; 
But oh I what a wailing cry rows there, 

As he pass'd from his grated door ; 
And forward he went in the firmness of faith, 
And he seem'd to enter the jaws of death 

When he enter'd the fatal deU ; 
lor, bellowing in her deadly wrath. 
There hiy the serpent fell 

▼IIL 
" Then lowly the holy friar bent, 
And he prayed a prayer to his patron aarnt, 
And the monster rear'd high her frightful head 
And rear'd, and roH'd on her grassy bed, 
And craunch'd her horrid Jaws,— and then, 
As if smote by some power, sunt down again j 
And the holy man, with fearless hands, 
Bound her about with green rush bands ; 
And lo 1 at his prayer, as she lay along, 
The bands became hoops «f iron strong ; 
And she felt that, now her end was nigh, 
And writhed in the throes of agony, 
And struggled and toiFd with might and mate 
Tb burst ftom Injrbondage, but in rain. 



IX. 

" The mountains echoed her hideous yen. 
And trembled the earth around, 
Then with convulsive pang she fell, 
And helpless lay on the ground ; 
And he buried her there in the river's bed, 
And pil'd rocks on rocks o'er the monster's head. 
And the fame spread round through all the land 
Of such wonders done by a mortal hand ; 
And the earth again gave its increase, 
And men enjoyd its fruits in peace." 

X. 

Macdonagh's eye began to roH, 
Then rose again his ardent soul ; 
He seisti the cup with eager hand, 
And here he cried, « My native land !" 
And as he swffl'd the potent draught. 
The maidens winfc'd and gaily laugh'd, 
For his cheek was burning rosy red, 
And he smack* his ftps and shook his head. 
And snatching up his pipes with glee, 
Prepar'd the guests for a merry spree ; 
And thus the happy piper sung, 
Till roef and rafters loudly rung :— 



COMB fin tis up bumpers to gladden Hie semi, 
And gild our dark moments as slowly they roll ; 
Away with dull fancies— the song let us raise, 
And while we are living, let's live all our days. 

What souHjut for fun and for frolic's agog. 

As freely he tipples his meatherof grog; 

In friendship's firm grapple time glides away quicker, 

And love meets with joy in a bumper of liquor. 

Mere's Bryan-XJick-Dhu, with hut merry black eye, 
Where the spirit of usquebaugh sparkles so nigh ; 
See his dark ruddy cheek how with pleasure 'tis glowing, 
Mark the joy of his glance while the goblet is flowing. 

O'Hassan, 0*Cahan,ye sons of the bold, 
Whose fathers were fam'd in the stories of old, 
Whose hails to the shouts af the revelry mag, 
While their gates to the stranger were wide open Hung ; 

MacClosky-Ma&Donagh, whose arm in the field 
Could the sprig -of shillela so forcibly wield, 
Maclaughlin and Murphy, good fellows of fun,— 
Keep alive in its glory the mirth that's began. 

Come toss off your bumpers, for time's o'er ns stealing, 
And soon in the rapture of joy you'll be reeling ; 
Huzza for the bride and the bridegroom so clever ! 
We'll booze while we live and be happy forever. 



